JACOB'S ROOM               195

" Oh, that door ! " grumbled the cashier.

Her hands were cased in black mittens, and
the finger-tips that drew in the paper slips were
swollen as sausages.

" Pie and greens for one. Large coffee and
crumpets. Eggs on toast. Two fruit cakes."

Thus the sharp voices of the waitresses snapped.
The lunchers heard their orders repeated with
approval; saw the next table served with antici-
pation. Their own eggs on toast were at last
delivered. Their eyes strayed no more.

Damp cubes of pastry fell into mouths opened
like triangular bags.

Nelly Jenkinson, the typist, crumbled her
cake indifferently enough. Every time the door
opened she looked up. What did she expect
to see ?

The coal merchant read the Telegraph without
stopping, missed the saucer, and, feeling ab-
stractedly, put the cup down on the table-cloth.

" Did you ever hear the like of that for
impertinence ?" Mrs. Parsons wound up, brush-
ing the crumbs from her furs,

" Hot milk and scone for one. Pot of tea.
Rpll and butter," cried the waitresses.

The door opened and shut.
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